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“CAST YE UP, CAST YE UP, PREPARE THE WAY, TAKE UP THE STUMBLING-BLOCK OUT OF THE WAY OF MY PEOPLE.” 
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Miscellany. 





Religious Dissipation. 


Ihave headed this article with 
the above term, because, singular 
as it seems, I cannot find one which 
approaches so near to the idea I 
wish to convey. 

We have been told over and 
over, that the age in which we live 
is emphatically an “age of action,” 
I begin to fear that the distinction 
is more extensively true than the 
first inventor of the phrase ima- 
gined ; or at least I begin to fear 
that its gener! application as a 
pass-word, among the many pious 
of the day, will be productive of 
mischief in society. 1 hope, Mr. 
Editor, you will not be startled by 
an expression of opinions, which 
savour so much of heterodoxy, un- 
til youhave heard me out. Iam 
a plain man, and desire to be as 
plain in my meaning as | know 
how. 

had occasion a few days since 
to call upon my neighbour Mr. Z. 
on some business in which we 
were both concerned; it was a 
pretty early hour in the morning, 
and the furniture of the breakfast 
was then vanishing from my sight. 
We had just entered into conver- 
sation on the subject of my vi- 
sit, which was not interrupted by 
the presence of Mrs. Z. and her 
lovely daughter, when a servant 
announced company, and was fol- 
lowed by two young ladies, who 
were formally introduced as the 
Miss X’s. “My dear Julia,” 
exclaimed one of them, “ we are 
so glad to find you at home’ this 
morning; we are just forming a 
new Society, to be called the 
Society. You know how much 
need we have of such a Society. 
Come, put your name on our 
list; it is only three dollars a 
year.” “IT have no objections,” 
said Julia, “ with my father’s 
consent ; but really I do not 
know how I shall find time to at- 
tend the meetings of the Soci- 
ety.” This doubt led to an in- 
quiry into the number of Julia’s 
engagements. She began to enu- 
merate them: “Let me see, 
tNere’s Monday morning for the 
—— Society, and Mopday after- 
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noon for the Bible Class; Tuesday 
morning the Society, and 
Tuesday afternoon, the —— meet- 
ing; Wednesday morning, the 
Society, Wednesday after- 
noon” In a word, Julia had 
saddled the mornings and after- 
noons of every day in the week, 
with their respective burdens, 
(pardon the figure, Mr. Editor,) 
saving a single afternoon, and that 
was to be reserved for a new in- 
stitution which had long been con- 
templated. “ But then the nights, 
Julia, the nights are not all enga- 
ged.” Julia counted the nights.— 
There were two “not positively 
bespoken.”? Mr. Z. who had been 
listening all this time with an evi- 
dent concern fo the conversation, 
seemed, I thought, somewhat un- 
easy, and, if I mistake not, some- 
thing like “female Quixotism” 
sounded from his lips. —He polite- 
ly declined his assent to the new 
engagement for Julia. ‘“ How far, 
my love,” he asked, “have you 
read in the work I putinto your 
hands last week?” Juliacoloured ; 
she apologized for want of time, 
and promised to be more industri- 
ous in future. This promise was 
hardly heard in consequence of an 
exclamation from the elder Miss 
X. ‘Sure, Mr. Z. you know that 
we live in an age of action.” 
“* Action!” said he—in a rather 
louder tone than his usual mild 
temper had suffered him to use. 
“Action! It does indeed seem to 
be action to some purpose.”—He 
recollected himself; and very po- 
litely expressed the reasons of his 
solicitudes He had been desirous 
of rendering his daughter useful 
in the domestic circle; and for 
this purpose bad given her every 
cpeontenity of improvement. Mr. 

. is himself a very pious man. 
Few are more liberal in answer- 
ing the claims of Zion. And the 
heart of no parent was ever more 
rejoiced than that of Mr. Z. when 
Julia united herself with the visi- 
ble church by an open profession 
of religion. But he now felt 
alarmed. He saw an increasing 
danger of evil from an unexpect- 
ed source; and he frankly stated 
it. 

The company departed, and it 
was but yesterday that the name 
of Mr. Z. and that of Julia were 
bee with the expressions— 
want of zeal—ignorance of the 
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“ signs of the times”—too worldly- 
minded—and | know not what all. 
It was the retort of a mortified 
spiritual pride. And it wae spo- 
ken with all the lofty feelings of 
self-complacency by the unsuc- 
cessful applicants: Alas! where 
will not extremes lead us! even 
extremes in deeds of benevolence 
and charity. 

Mr. Editor, I am a warm friend 
to what are called the religious 
operations of the day. 1 may ho- 
nestly say, that I never refused a 
contribution to them to the extent 
of my means. But | am likewise 
a friend to that old adage—“ every 
thing in its place.” 

To me there is something at- 
tractive in female enterprise exert- 
ed in the offices of religious ehari- 
ty. And I should pity the man 
who has nota similar feeling. But 
in my own ideas of female excel- 
lence I have been accustomed to 
combine domestic habits; mental 
improvement, and at least a small 
share of taste for the pleasures of 
reading. When I see a young 
lady disposed to apportion all her 
time to family duties, to the culti- 
vation of her mind, and to the 
claims of piety, she has presented 
an irresistible demand on my ad- 
miration and respect. But when 
I see a manifest neglect of every 
thing excepting this “ action” in 
religious societies and meetings, I 
have some reason to fear the con- 
sequences ; not only to her own 
mind, to her future situation in life, 
and to her family, but even to the 
cause of religion itself: for a 
course like this gives ground for se- 
veré reproach, and the enemies of 
piety know how to use it. 

Nor is the leading motive of this 
conduct always commendable. It 
may’be an honest zeal, but it must 
be a “ zeal beyond “knowledge.” 
It may be a desire to do good in the 
simplicity of a pure heart, but it is 
most likely to be the fruit of indo- 
lent and thoughtless habits. .J am 
acquainted with more than one fe- 
male, who, previous to a change 
of mind, were always in some 
scene of amusement, or in that time 
killing occupation commonly call- 
ed gadding : and who, when their 
tastes were corrected by piety, fell 
into the same extremes in religious 
concerns to which they were ad- 
dicted in the pleasures of the world. 
Nor is this a matter of wonder,— 


+ 
_ 


When the affections are renewed, 
there is always still some degree 
of danger from former habits and 
prevailing passions. These should 
be objects of watchfulness : and 
the world itself will watch the pro- 
fessor of religion in these very par- 
ticulars. 

Tam tempted to proceed, Mr. 
Editor, but 1 have already occu- 
pied more of your paper than I 
had intended. I will conclude by 
simply inquiring whether an excess 
in religious engagements of any 
kind be not detrimental toa growth 
in grace, as well as injurious to 
many of the relative and social 
duties of life ?’—R. Intell. 


Extract of a Letter from a Respec- 
table Minister, to his Friend. 

: Broad-Hembury, Dec. 4, 1772. 

I agree with you, that the ex: 
pression, [viz. That one drop of 
Christ’s Blood wouid have sufficed 
to the redemption of Sinners] 
has been used by some very pious 
and well-meaning persons. Yet I 
can by no means look upon the 
idea itself as true, or on the ex- 
pression as warrantable. If an 
individual drop had been sufficient, 
we might indeed well ask, why all 
this waste of sufferings and of 
love? The Overplus was, ac- 
cording to this supposition, abso- 
lutely shed in vain. But I cannot 
bring myself to believe, that any 
part of Christ’s most precious hu- 
miliation was superfluous and un- 
necessary. His ineffable digr ity 
as God, and his absolute innocence 
as forbid me to imagine, that 
the Father would jgéiet-a single 
grain of punishment, on his co- 
equal and immaculate son, beyond 
what was absolutely requisite 
to the plenary payment of our in- 
finite debt. If it be a rule even in 
the operations, of nature ; much 
more strongly it hold, in the 
present argument. What idea 
should we have of that man’s wis- 
dom, who should lavish a million of 
guineas, to procure what a shilling 
might purchase ? 

As to the second question, 
“ Whether sinners might not have 
been saved in some other way, 
than by the incarnation, righteous- 
ness, and death of Christ?” [| 
make no scruple to give it as my 
judgment, that there was no other 
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possible way of salvation for the 
lost sons of Adam. Had there 

been, God’s wisdom and goodness 

would certainly have fixed upon it, 

in preference to the sorrows and 

agonies, the wounds and death, of 
uim who had done no sin, neither 

was guile found in higmouth. His 

own prayer, ‘if it be possible let 
this cup (the cupof pain and death) 

pass from me,’ would most infalli- 
bly have been granted (for the Fa- 
ther heareth them always,) and 
Christ could no more pray, than 
he could bleed, in vain, if any thing 
short of the oblation of himself 
could have obtained eternal re- 
demption.—Ought not Christ to 
have suffered these things? was 
there not a*musT be, a NECESSITY 
for it? Yes: there was. And, 
upon any other hypothesis, I see 
not how it could please the Father 
to bruise the sinless Messiah and 
put him to grief; without forfeiting 
every claim to justice, wisdom, and 
goodness. 

Neither is this, “ fettering and 
limiting the omnipotence of 
God.” 
metaphysics, and no maxim can 
be more just and reasonable, that 
an essential contradiction is no ob- 
ject of power. Now, the pardon 
of sin, without an adequate expia- 
tion; the justification of sinners, 
without a perfect righteousness ; 
and in a word, the salvation of the 
guilty without a complete redemp- 
tion; would have essentially con- 
tradicted every attribute of God, 
and every declaration of his will. 
It is, therefore, putting no more hi- 
mitation on the divine power, to 
believe that fallen mer could not 
possibly be restored, but by the in- 
tervention of His obedience, atone- 
nent, and intercession, than to be- 
lieve, that God cannot possibly 
cease to be wise and holy, just and 
true. Infinite exemption from all 
possible imperfection, is a proof, 
not of defective power, but of such 
inconceivable greatness, as more 
ihan dazzles the keenest view of 
man, and utterly absorbs the most 
extended comprehension of all 
created intellect. 

I feel the overwhelming glory of 
ihe subject too forcibly to proceed 
—May the adorable, the ever 
blessed God, who ouly hath inde- 
pendent immortality, dwelling in 
the light which no man, in the pre- 
sent state of unspigitualized nature, 
can approach unt0; may ur, my 
dear sir, shine into our bearts, and 
inspire us with “ wonder, love, and 
praise!”? soon will mortality be 
swallowed up of life; and then with 
what holy contempt shall we look 
back, and look down, on the littl.- 
ness,the comparative nothingness,of 
ourpuny reasoningswhen below! An 
Angel of light is not more superior, 
in knowledge, dignity, and bliss, 
(o an infantin the cradle; than the 
souls of believers, when death 


' God, differ from what they are 


Tis a received maxim in | 


while plunged, | had almost said, 
while buried in the living sepul- 
chre of a mortal body, 


Minors of yesterday we are; 
Nor into manhood rise, 

*T ill death pronounces us of age, 
And crowns us for the skies. 


— 





[For the Telescope. ] ‘ 
A Dialogue between the Spirit a 
the Flesh. 
“ The Spirit indeed is willing, but the Flesh 
is weak.” 
Flesh.—Great Spirit, on whom 
I am dependent for life and acti- 
vity, and without whom I ean do 
nothing ; lend, O lend thine aid ! 
I see the wide world before me; 
a widow with her orphan children, 
unaccustomed to business, a little 
scheming, and their wealth is ours, 
then could we live at our ease. 
Spirit—Thou clog material ! 
Suppose that an immaterial Spirit 
can be satisfied with earthly 
things? ‘“ Thou fool,” it would 
famish and die. A widow’s por- 
tion, an orphan’s bread, to pam- 
per thy fond desires! audacious 
wretch! Tempt me no farther: I 
nail theé to the cross. 
Flesh.—O, Spring of Life! Be 
not too rigid «permit me to ask a 
smaller favour. Before me lie the 
pleasures of life in full bloom.— 
Surely there can be no harm in 
basking at their fountain. This 
sullen gloom, this religious melan- 
choly, is unsuited to our natures : 
we were created for enjoyment. 
When I see the silver-mounted 
coaches bearing their possessors 
gently by, or when I see the 
card-table surrounded with its 
admirers, or the ball-room filled 
with its votaries, or when I 
think of the midnight reveller pay- 
ing his devotions at the altar of 
pleasure, I ardently thirst after 
pleasures like these : may we not 
enjoy them? 

Spirit.—Thou foul deceiver of 
thyself and me! Dost thou think 
the ways of wisdom to be gloomy 
and melancholy? Nay, just the 
reverse: “ her ways are pleasant- 
ness, and all her paths are 
peace ?” dost thou see the world 
drinking largely at the fountain of 
pleasure? Follow them—-they 
retire: but O, how wretched! 
weary in body, dissipated in mind, 
condemned in  conscience— 
tremendous forebodings of eter- 
nal ruin alarm them; and now 
they feel that “there’s a mighty 
void the world can never fill.” But 
remember, O, thou troubler of 
my peace ! remember that though 
we are permitted to go on “in the 
ways of our heart and in the sight 


things God will bring us into yudg- 
ment.” O, what a season that— 


when the pleasure-takers, drunk- 
ards, whoremongers, sorcerers, 





transmits them to the throne of 


of our eyes,” yet, “ for all these | 





from their pleasure’s heigh 

to that hell which .burneth with 
brimstone for ever and ever; 
which is the second death. Nay, 
Flesh, nay, tempt me not ; I can- 
not, I dare not, by the Grace of 
God, I will not yield to thee; I 
will crucify thee, through the Spi- 
rit; then shall I live, eternally 
live, with my blessed wet 





GOD’s JUSTICE. | 
The following is an extract of a dis- | 


course by a Mr. Irving, a Scotch | 


attention in London. 


good as his word ? When did he 


the world fell? Did he fail at 
the deluge, where the world was 


handful? Did he fail upon the 
cities of the plain, though remon- 
strated with by his friend the fa- 
ther of the faithful ? Failed he in 
the ten plagues of Egypt, or 
against the seven nations of Ca- 
naan ; or, when he armed against 
his proper people, did ever his 
threatening judgments fail? Did 
he draw off when his own son 
was suffering, and remove the cup 
from his innocent lips ? And think 
ye he will fail, brethren, of that 
future destiny, from which to re- 
trieve us he hath undertaken 
all his wondrous works unto the 
children of men? Why, if it were 
an idle threat, would he not have 
spared his only begotten Son, and 
not delivered him up to death? 
That sacred blood, as if the secu- 
rity of Heaven to those who trust 
in it, is the very seal of hell to 
those who despise it. 

* Disbelieve you cannot ; brave 
it out you dare not; then must 
you hope at some more conveni- 
ent season, toreform. So hoped 


and slept without oil in their lamps ; 
and you know how they fared.— 
Neither have you forgotten how 
the merchant, and the farmer, and 
the sons of pleasure, who refused 
the invitation to the king’s son, 
were consumed by fire from heaven. 
What is your life, that you should 
trust in it? is it not even a va- 
pour that speedily passeth away ? 
What security have you that Hea- 
ven will warn you beforehand ; of 
that Heaven will help youto repent- 
ance whenever you please ? Will 
the resolution or your mind gather 


body and mind decay? Will sin 
row weaker by being awhile long- 
indulged ; or God more friend- 
ly by being awhile longer spurned ; 
orthe gospel more persuasive by 
being awhile longer set at nought ! 





&c. &c. shall be driven down 





I warn you to beware of the thief 
of time—Procrastiaation. This 


preach:r, who has attracted much | 


“Do you disbelieve it then ? | 


Do you think God will not be as/ guilty and restless mind, w 


the five virgins who slumbered | 


strength as your other faculties of | 





day is as convenient as to-mor- 
row ; this is yours—to-morrow 
is not ; this dayis a day of mer- 
cy—to-morrow maybe a day of 
doom. 


NO HAPPINESS BUT IN RELIGION, 


There is no peace, saith the Lord, 
unto the wicked.—Isa. xlviii, 22. 


If we were to judge of men by 
their appearance, we should very 
ofien conclude that such as pur- 
sue the ways of sin and folly, were 
in the possession of a great share 
of peace, comfort, and enjoyment. 
At the same time they may be 
groaning under the torture of a 
hich 
Dr. 


is like the troubled sea. 


fail ? Did he fail at Eden, where | Doddridge in his life of Col. Gar- 
| diner, informs us, “that his fine 
| constitution, than which, perhaps 


cleansed of all animation, save a there never was a better, gave 
" | 


him great opportunities of indulg- 
ing himself in excesses; and his 
good spirits enabled him to pur- 
sue his pleasures of every kind, 
in so alert and sprightly a manner, 
| that multitudes envied him, and 
called him by a dreadful kind of 
| compliment, THE HAPPY RAKE.— 
| Yet still the checks of conscience, 
and some remaining principles of 
so good an education as he had 
received, would break in upon his 
most licentious hours ; and I par- 
ticularly remember he told me, 
that some of his dissolute compa- 
nions were once congratulating him 
/on his distinguished felicity; a 
dog happened at that time to come 
\ into the room, he could not for- 

bear groaning inwardly, and say- 
| ing to himself, Oh that | were that 
| dog! Such was his happimess : 
| and such is that of hundreds more, 
| who bear themselves highest in 
| contempt of religion and glory in 
| that infamous servitude which they 
| call liberty.” “I am enivied,” 
said a young lady, “ for my hap- 
py disposition, and for the felicity 
of always appearing gay and con- 
tented ; but.when | am alone, my 
eyés are rarely dry ; my tears are 
| constantly flowing : | am entirely 
dissatisfied with myself, and I see 
nothing worthy the thought or de- 
sire of a rational being in all the 
rounds of fashionable amusement., 
I am sick of the insipid pleasures, 
and pursuits of my past life. 1 
force myself into company lest I 
should be suspected to be serious, 
and eagerly engage in trifling con- 
versation and amusement to drown 
the painful reflections which would 
cause me to heave an involuntary 
sigh, and wish myself out of exist- 
ence. I am a stranger to peace, 
and | know not what contentment 
means: I am in health,I want 
nothing for my outward comfort : 
a friends are kind, and anticipate 
all my desires for earthly good, 
and yet | sometimes envy the birds 
of the air, and even the reptiles of 


| 
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} 
| 
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the earth. 1 know all this is be- 
cause | have no heart to love, and 
serve God; I envy Christians, and 
I have no resolution to imitate 
them. Their looks reprove me, 
and their conversation on the joys 
and comforts of religion fills me 
with indescribable anguish. Ia 
tempted to wish myself dead, and 

et lam filled with horror when 
1 think of dying!’ Stop Miss, said 
@ pious person setting by. 
you know what will relieve you 
from this unhappy state of «mind ? 
“ Yes, religion | am sure can do 
it.” You judge right. Religion 
is cheerful in itself, and makes 
those cheerful and happy who are 
partakers of it. 





THE POWER OF DIVINE GRACE. 


An interesting fact, related by Mr. 
M‘—— at a social prayer meet- 
ing. 

A Gentleman, residing in the 
western part of this state, a few 
years since, had sent two of his 
daughters to Litchfield for an edu- 
cation. While they were there, 
God was pleased to bless the place 
with a revival of religion. The 
news of it reached the ears of 
their father. He was much trou- 
bled for his daughters ; apprehen- 
sive (to use his own words) that 
their minds would be affected, 
and they be frightened into reli- 


on. 

He had been informed that the 
Spirit of God .was striving with 
them, and that they were inquiring 
with the deepest solicitude, the 
way of eternal life. 

ive (as he thought) to their 
happiness, and determined to 
allay their fears and quiet their 
distresses, he sent a friend to 
Litchfield , with positive orders 
» bring them immediately home, 

t they might not be lost to all 
happiness and hope, and con- 
signed to gloom and desponden- 
cy. 

The messenger departed on this 
errand of theirfather’s love. He 
arrived, but wastoolate. God had 

tized them both with his Spirit 

nd adopted them into his family. 
They had chosen Christ for their 
portion, and had resolved that 
whatever others might do, they 
would serve the Lord. They 
looked at both sides of the great 
question ; they looked at the world 
and the pleasures of the world, 
and they looked at God and the 
glories of immortality ;.and, with 
an eye full fixed on heaven, they 
determined to live for eternity. 
They saw their chief happiness to 
consist in loving and serving God. 
They discovered that “Religion 
never was designed to make their 
pleasures less ;”"—that it commends 
and approves every rational en- 
joyment which the world can af- 












and more exalted nature, which 
the world cannot give ; which the 
world cannot take away. « 

They returned to their father’s 
—not overwhelmed (as he ex- 
pected) with gloom and despon- 
dency ; but with hearts glowing 
with gratitude, to God, and coun- 
tenances beaming with a heaven- 
ly serenity and celestial hope. 


Do | indeed, they rejoiced in the Lord. 


They told their father what the 
Lord had done for their mene 
tLat they were pilgrims here— 
they kept in view the bright fields 
of promise as they traversed this 
desert of sin, and were looking 
for that city which hath foun- 
dations. 

Soon after their return home 
they were anxious to establish fa- 
mily worship. They affectionate- 
ly requested their father to com- 
mence that duty. He replied, 
that he saw no use init. He had 
lived very well more than fifty 
years without prayer, and he could 
not be burdened with it now. 
They then asked permission to 
pray with the family themselves. 
Not thinking they would have 
confidence to do it, he assented 
to the proposition. 

The duties of the day being 
ended, and the hour for retiring 
to rest having arrived, the sisters 
drew forward the stand, placed 
on it the Bible—one read a chap- 
ter—they both kneeled—the other 
engaged in prayer. The father 
stood—and while the humble fer- 
vent prayer of his daughter was 
ascending on devotion’s wing to 
Heaven, his knees began to trem- 
ble; his nerves which had been 
gathering strength for half a cen- 
|tury, could no longer support 
him—he aJso kneeled, and then 
became prostate on the floor. 
God heard their prayer and direct- 
ed their father’s weeping eyes 
(which had never shed tears of 
penitence before) to the Lamb 
of God which taketh away the 
sins of the world 

Happy family —a believing fa- 
ther—and believing children ! 
whose God és the Lorp. 


a ianiaeaitaamaa 





PAemoiv. 





Experience and Happy Death of 
Mrs. E. Emerson. 


(Concluded from page 32.] 


Mrs. Emerson addressed Mrs. 
Hersey, in nearly the following 
words : “ Sister, is my sensibility 
blunted, or is it on account of re- 
signation to the will of Heaven, 
that I feel no more distressed at 
the thought of parting with my 
dear friends? I have one of the 
kindest and best of husbands, an 





THE TELESCOPE. 


| ford, and adds others of a higl et | 











endearing child, a tender mother, 
dear brothers and sisters, and 
many, very many, dear friends. 
A few weeks ago the thought of 
parting with them would have 
been insupportable. But now 1 
feel all that weanedness from the 
world that I can desire. I can 
trust all my friends in the hand of 
God, who can do more for them 
than I can ask or think.” She 
then addressed the Redeemer, 
“Have I not, O blessed Jesus, 
given up myself, my friends, and 
my all, into thy faithful hand? © 
for clearer views of thy character. 
O for the light of thy countenance 
to shine more clearly into my soul. 
O for those animating prospects 
which I once enjoyed, when I 
could look on this flesh, and see 
it pine and decay with heartfelt 
satisfaction.” Seeing Mrs. Her- 
sey in tears, she said, ‘ Dear 
sister, | love you tenderly. We 
have always lived in friendship. 
Pray earnestly to God that we 
may meet in the blissful mansions 
above, to part no more ; that we 
may join in singing praises to God 
and the Lamb for ever and ever. 
Pray for my dear child, and for 
our beloved mother. O that dear 
woman; what a tender mother 
she has been to usall. Pray that 
she may be prepared to spend 
eternity in heaven. Pray for 
yourself, for your dear husband 
and children. Attend to their 
morals. Remember, they have 
precious souls, for which you are 
im a sense accountable. Write 
to our dear sisters. Tell them to 
flee from the wrath to come, and 
make the Judge their friend be- 
fore it is too late. Tell them to 
make religion the business of their 
lives. Tell Lucy from me, that 
with my dying breath I beseech 
her to prepare for death, judg- 
ment, and eternity. Tell her to 
flee now to the ark of safety, be- 
fore the things that belong to her 
eternal peace be hid for ever from 
hereyes, O that J could see that 
dear brother and sisters, that I 
might warn them to forsake their 
sins, and lay hold on eternal life.” 

Nov. 4..She was taken much 
worse, and failed more in a few 
hours than she had for several 
days before. But as the outward 
man decayed, the inner man ap- 
peared to gain strength and vi- 
gour. Her views of spiritual 
things on that day were more 
clear and joyous than they had 
been for any other preceding day 
since the commencement of her 
sickness. 

The night following she repeat- 
edly warned Mrs.Hersey, who was 
watchng with her, to prepare to 
die. “Sally,” said she, “I en- 
treat vou to be watchful and pray- 
erful. Set good examples before 

our children. Watch over them. 
much in prayer for them. En- 
treat your husband to pray with 





and for them.” After slumberin§ 
a few moments, she said, “ Dea‘ 
sister, | love you sincerely. How 
good has God been to me in gi- 
ving me such kind and tender 
friends. O I long to see my dear 
Beverly friends once more. That 
dear Mrs. Ellingwood I want to 
see more than | can describe. 1 
want to warn and entreat her to 
save her soul.” She was then 
for some time engaged in prayer 
for her child and her friends. Af- 
ter that she was in very great bo- 
dily distress through the night, of- 
ten repeating, ‘“ Dear Jesus, have 
I not given myself to thee? Am | 
not thine, thou Lamb of God?” 
In the course of the night, she 
said, “QO Sally, pray for that dear 
woman, that best, that tenderest of 
mothers. Her days are far spent. 
She has but a little while to stay 
with you. I greatly fear that my 
death will be the means of hasten- 
ing hers. Beg of her, when I am 
no more, not to mourn for me. 
Tell her that it is my ardent re- 
quest that she would not reflect on 
any thing which might have been 
done better for me. She has done 
all she could ; and the rest of my 
friends have done every thing in 
their power for me. It is all as 
God in his goodness saw best it 
should be. The greatest kindness 
you can now do me, is not to re- 
tlect on any thing that is past, as it 
respects me; but mourn that we 
have not spent our time, when to- 
gether, more upon the things that 
belong to our eternal peace. I 
have o‘ten regretted that we, who 
profess to know the Lord, have 
lived no more as becometh Chris- 
tians. I have been shamefully 
stupid. Much, very much of my 
precious time has gone to waste. 
I beg of you not to indulge in 
foolish jesting and unprofitable 
conversation. This you, as well 
as I, are too much addicted to. 
For this I have mourned, and I 
trust, repented upon this bed ot 
sickness. The following are the 
observations of hers most worthy 
of notice. “Iam now dying ; 
and how short does life appear, 
when it is finished. O it is a va- 
pour, abubble. How soon does 
it vanish; how soon _ broken. 
Christ is the only foundation ; and 
if I am not deceived, I have built 
upon him. O how great is his 
love, how glorious is his person.” 
In the course of the evening she 
was repeatedly engaged in prayet 
for the presence and support of 
God. To all present she observ- 
ed, that there is no salvation but 
in Christ, and that he is the way, 
and the ‘ruth, and the life. She 
inquired of her brother and seve- 
ral who were present, how death 
appeared to them; and again 
urged the importance of an in- 
terest in Christ, and of being pre- 








pared without delay. To Capt 
Trask, she spake with tenderness, 


and requested him to train up his 
two daughters, in the fear of God. 
With much feeling she expressed 
her gratitude to her friends for 
their kindness and attention to her 
during her sickness, and her hope 
that God would reward, them. 
During the evening she was ap- 
prehensive that her end was nigh, 
and had no expectation of seeing 
the light of another day. Her 
remarks and admonitions were 
such as we might expect from a 
dying Christian, and were expres- 
sive of a tender concern for the 
eternal welfare of those around 
her. 

The next morning she said she 
discovered the hand of death upon 
her, that she felt the indescribable 
shock afew moments before. She 
soon inquired the time of day, 
called her friends around her, ad- 








and exhorted them to view the | 
things of this world as vain and | 
transitory, and to consider that 
there was but a step between them 
and death. 

On that memorable day she was 
enabled to converse much. At 
times she seemed wonderfully re- 
vived and strengthened. For the 
last eight hours of her hfe, she was 
probably engaged in speaking 
more than a quarter part of her 
iime. She spoke more moderately 
than usual, and so audibly that 
every person in the room could 
easily hear every word. Shespoke 
with a tenderness, solemnity, ear- 
nestness, and awful emphasis, 
which seemed calculated to pene- 
irate a heart of stone. It was the 
eloquence of Christian triumph 
and dying love; an eloquence 
whic perhaps cannot be concei- 
ved, except by the deeply affected 
spectators of that, or of similar 
scenes. 

Her last words were :—O, my 
friends, trust not in worldly ho- 
nours, or in man’s applause. What 
are they worth? ‘Ten thousand 
worlds cannot be worth what Je- 
sus is to me.” 

* Dear Brother, we have pas- 


honoured Mother, let me entreat 
you to trust in God. Lean upon 
the arms of Jesus. 
all to his service.—O, glorious 
Prince of Light, appear for her ; 
be her support in life; be thou 
her God; 
soul. My dearest Mother, the 
greatest kindness you can do for 
me, is to follow my example, as 
far as I have followed Christ; and 
to depart from it, where I have 
departed from him. O may you 
be prepared for this solemn hour. 
Farewell, my tender parent.” 


band, give my renewed love to my 
monished them of their danger, | dear Beverly friends. Tell them 


-soul should be society for angels. 





sed the playful hours of childhood 
together. We have loved. each 
other, and still most tenderly love. 
But view the hour of separation. 
A few moments, and my soul must 
depart. Do, my dear brother, 
view these. earthly pleasures as 
vanity. Look back on life, and 
see how short what’s past. Look 
at your present age, and think how 
short the rest. O may you and 
your dear partner seek for an in- 
terest in Christ. O seek for a 
better home. All that loveliness ; 
what is it, if at last she be not 
found in Christ, and her soul lie 
down in sorrow! Dear sister 


Mary, if you do not attend to these 
things after all your calls and 
warnipgs, your condemnation will 
be awfully, dreadfully aggravated, 








‘‘ My dear Mother, my dear and 


Devote your 


O save her precious 


‘‘ My dear and affectionate hus- 











I have only to regret that I have 
not devoted myself wholly to the 
service of God. Do remember | 
our dear little daughter. O that | 
she might be of the household of | 
faith. Glorious Immanuel, Lamb | 
of God, take her to thine arms. | 
Be thou her guide, her friend, and 
Saviour. Pray for her, my hus- 
band. Pray for sister Paulina. 
Admonish her. Tell her in my 
name of the importance of an in- 
terest in Christ, and of being ready 
for this awful scene.” 

At a little after 11 she inquired 
the time of day. Supposing her- 
self dying, she said, “raise me up. 
The room is dark as night. I can- 
not sce. Farewell, my dear friends 
—Why do youweep? Weep not 
for me. Prepare to follow me. 
You all must shortly come to this. 
O Jesus, receive my departing 
spirit. 





She appeared exceedingly de- |. 


lighted with the glorious prospect 
of Heaven, and exclaimed, “It 
seems too much, that this sinful 


Yet I believe, I trust it will. O 
tell our sisters, and not them only, 
let us not be partial, ted/ the world 


‘THE TELESCOPE. 


Will you not both resolve to make 
the service of God your whole 
business? © that I might meet 
you in the bright realms of bliss. 
Farewell.” 


‘dren, 


Bod will execute: jt ‘i 


upon you if you do not serve him. 
Little children, you have to 
be saved or lowt ? She then said, 


“TI cannot describe 
which I feel.” 


% Jesus, to thy dear faithful hand 
My naked soul I trust ; 

And my flesh waits at thy command, 
To sink inte the dust; 

And my flesh waits at thy command, 
To sink into the dust, 
To sink into the dust.” 


the agony 





Not far from this time she ob- 
served, “{ can adopt the words, 
My Redeemer liveth.” 

At a quarter after 2, she said, 
* Jesus Christ is mine, and I am 
his for ever and ever.”? These 
were her concluding words. She 
probably retained her reason till 
the last. At a quarter before 3, the 
wished-for moment arrived; and 
her immortal spirit took its flight. 
** And I heard a voice from Hea- 
ven saying unto me, Write, Blessed | 
are the dead, which die in the | 











~ Gharles Ball, of Bridgeport, Con- 
stands itted for the murder of 
his father. In a rage, he knocked 
him down and stamped him to death! ! 

Bribery.—A man, by the name of 
Hook, was triedand acquitted in Penn- 
sylvania, of a heinous murder, to the 
astonishment of the community. One 
of the jury, by the name of Dunn, 
committed suicide the morning after 
the trial, avowing, that himself and all 
the jury and the judge had been 
bribed on the occasion. . 

Afflicting.—Mr. Azel R. Cutter, 
of Woodbridge, went in to bathe on 
Saturday last, and not being able to 
swim, was drowned. In addition to 
the above, we learn, from a gentle- 
man from Amboy, that a younger bro 
ther of Mr. Cutter went on Tuesday 
afternoon to see the place where his 
brother was drowned, and in leaning 
over the wharf, fell in head foremost, 
and was also drowned. The bodies 
of both have been found. 


Two hundred captured negro slaves 
died of yellow fever on board of a 
Brazilian ship, at Havana, in one 


Lord from henceforth: Yea, saith | night! 


the Spirit, that they may rest from 


their- labours, and their works do 
follow them.” 


- 
— 





Poetry. 





Parental Fondness. 


1. Oh! who can paint the rapture which 
fills a mother’s breast, 

When on her lap reclining, she soothes 
her babe to rest ; 

When fondly she doth clasp it within her 
fostring arms, f 

And glow with thrilling transport to view 
its rising charms ! 


2. Iview’dthe youthful Henry elate with 
infant glee ; 

Sit smiling on his mother in gay hilarity ; 

The rays of mantling pleasure suffus’d his 
cheek with joy, 

While: innocence, hung o’er him, to guard 
the cherub boy. 


3. But soon the ecstatic bliss of youthful 
mirth was o’er ; 

Sleep, nature’s sweet restorer, on wings his 
spirit bore ; 

He sank in tranquil slumbers,—the mother’s 
loving sighs, 

While tears of heartfelt pleasure stood trem- 
bling im her eyes. 





of the love of Jesus. Sister Char- 
lotte, | trust you have drunk deep 
of it, and dear sister Hersey. If 
you have not, let mz conjure you 
to give yourselves no rest till the 
dear Redeemer speaks peace to 
your souls. Millions of worlds 
are not worth what I experience 
in this trying moment. O how 
much I think of Paulina, and her 
precious soul; how much [ wish 
she was here,” 

At 1 o’clock, she said, “ Dear 
brother Henry, are you prepared 
to meet yourGod? Never forget 
the resolution of Joshua, “ As for 
me and my house, we will serve 
the Lord.” Remember, that time 
is short. We must all be judged 
according to our works. 

She then addressed some of his 
| Children, who were present. ‘ Chil- 





4. Sleep, sleep, my lovely infant, and sweet- 
ly be thy rest ; 

May Angels hover o’er thee, the guardians 
of the blest ; ; 

May visions beatific, becloud thy lovely 
form, 

And soothe thee with their raptures until 
the rising morn. 

WiLiaM. 


pe 


Suntmary. 





Shocking Murder.—On Sabbath 
morning, last, Mr. Joel Mansfield, of 
North-Haven, (Con.) was murdered 
by his wife. In the ‘ unsuspecting 
moment of sleep,” without cause or 
provocation, she seized a hatchet and 
struck him a severe blow upon the 
face, and repeated it upon his temple 
until she buried the instrument in his 








} intoxieation. 


Signs of the Times.—Mr. Murray, 
bookseller, of London, has given 
Washington Irving 15001. Sterling, 
for the copy-right of his new novel. 


Medicine.—The Boston Medical 
Intelligencer says, ‘‘there is no doubt 
of the fact, that people take too much 
medicine ; where ten actually die of 
acute diseases, ten more are doctored 
to death, at their own solicitation.” 





ee 
MARRIED, 


On Sunday evening, Mr John Keysor, to 
Miss C. H. Schuyler. 

On the 22d inst., Mr. Henry Gorton to 
Miss Nancy Maines. 

Ou Thursday evening last, Mr. Abraham 
Valentine, to Miss Abigail Brown. 





DIED, 


On the 24th inst., Aon E. Shipley, wife 
of Morris Shipley. 

_ On Sunday afternoon, Miss Hester Nor- 
ris. 
On the 23d inst., Mrs. Diana Tuthilljs 
relict of the late Daniel Tuthill, in the 57th 
year of her age. 

Last Sunday morning, Mrs. Elizabeth Le 
Foy, aged 77. 

On Monday, at the Quarantine, ! 
tL. Comastag = og 

On Tuesday last, Phoebe, consort of 
Samuel Hopping. 





At New-Orlcans, on the 27th of June 
last, Of the Bilious fevér, Mr. Charles H. 
Cooke, first officer of the ship Alexander 
Mansfield, aged 22 years, son of Mr. John 
G. Cooke, of this city. 

The amiable qualities of this young man 
endeared him to a numerous circle , of 
friends and relatives ; and in his death his 
parents have to mourn the loss of a dutiful 
and affectionate son.—This premature and 
unexpected bereavement has torn asunder 
tbe tenderest ties of the human heart. 

Deaths last week, 80. 

(> There have been a few cases of 
Yellow Fever, at the Quarantine ; but none 
have occurred in this city, during the 
| present season. 





omen 


NOTICE, 

Weare much obliged to “ Candidus” for 
his Communications ; they shall appear in 
due time. 

We have received a beautiful piece of 





head. It was perpetrated in a fit of | Poetry, written by C. M. Thayer, it sil! 


| be inserted in our next, 





